THE GHOST CRADLE
rockit, I think they would hae killed the mester.
It was Eppie 'at found oot, an' she telt naebody
but me, though mony a ane kens noo. I see ye
canna mak it oot yet, so I'll tell ye what the
cradle was. The tray was keepit against the
kitchen wall near the mester, an* he played on't
wi' his foot. He made it gang bump bump, an'
the soond was juist like a cradle rockin'. Ye
could hardly believe sic a thing would hae made
that din, but it did, an' ye see we lay in our beds
hcarkenin' for't. Ay, when Eppie telt me, I
could scarce believe 'at that guid devout-
tookin' man could hae been sae wicked. Ye
see, when he found hoo terrified we a' were, he
keepit it up. The wy Eppie found out i' the tail
o' the day was by wonderin* at *im sleepin' sae
suicide in the daytime. He did that so as to be
fresh for his sport at nicht. What a fine releeg-
iotts man we thocht 1m, too !
, " Eppie couldna bear the very sieht o' the
tray after that, an' she telt me to break it tip;
but I keepit it, ye see. The lump i' the middle's
tbe mark, as ye may say, o* the auld man's foot"
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